Cultural Dysfunction. °*” 


I severely doubt the sanity of any culture despoiling childhood innocence by teaching its children lies 
as truth: religion, Xmas, and similar fables, tales, ad nauseam — ad infinitum. Throughout youth and 
after, society continues this practice the whole of each person’s life; then demands him or her to mature 
into a truthful, noble and good human being all-the-while ingesting rot of magic-think, dishonesty and 
deception. Total madness ignoring a universal law that states: what goes in is what comes out; so, it is 
above; so, it is below. 


Clouds ° **": 


I learned that life is a cloud in blue sky. One drifts from a distant horizon, pauses overhead briefly, 
then passes on crossing a far horizon, vanishing — nevermore. People, places, things, beings all do that; 
soon I will too; nothing here lasts — nothing. I am only a passing cloud never resting in anyone’s home- 
sky. 


This is my letter to the world That never wrote to me. 
Emily Dickinson 


Epitaph to Mom and Dad.°« 


Mom locked her ashes in a jar- 

before carrying on to a better stay- 

Dad left his feelings in a box- 

pursuing the path of her way- 

Only in death they rest in a paradise - 

that neither knew during their time of days. 


Everybody Pays Taxes 
Even these remote heights far to the north are reached by the Inca Empire’s tax collector. The 
Quillacinga people have nothing to give, but in this vast kingdom, all communities pay tribute, in kind 
or in labor time. No one, however far off and however poor, can forget who is in charge. At the foot of 
the volcano, the chief of the Quillacingas steps forward and places a bamboo cylinder in hands of the 
tax collector from Cuzco. The cylinder is filled with live lice. 


From Rings of Fire. Circa 1 BC. 


© Xen. 


Equals 


The beauty and miracle I learned working in addiction outreach was regardless of using legal, illegal, 
prescribed or street drugs, package store liquor or bootleg swill and rotgut, workaholism, sex, ad 
infinitum all are only pointless escapes at self-medicating the same dis-ease: painful human frailty from 
which only one escape exists: ‘Death is the only freedom to a slave.’ An arrogant, powerful executive, 
his or her head on fire nursing a hair of the dog drink or white line from a corporate supplied limo bar 
and stash, travels to the corporate palace. For the moment, he/she judgmentally glares through tinted 
car windows at human garbage littering skid row, lying in gutter filth, sleeping off rotgut swill, Sterno 
or worse, without realizing that he/she and they are one and the same. However, as down-and-out 
addicts lying prosaic, their likelihood of sobriety and recovery exceed his or hers by legions. Why? 
Mr. or Ms. Self-Important lives in personal denial about limitation. Addiction is the great equalizer and 
prejudice is unknown to it. Anyone thinking self above lowly addiction soon learns that dependency is 
not too upscale to suffer him or her. Addiction is as equal as it gets here except for death. 


Forgiveness.» 
Forgiveness is washing off a soul of ownership to someone else’s filth and baggage beginning with 
self-forgiveness. The pardon cleans spirit of filthy emotional and spiritual baggage that other people 
burden onto one beginning at birth. This world’s emotional baggage that s/he is misled to believing 
belongs to the person: original sin, shame, guilt, onus for another’s actions, deeds, etc. Forgiveness is 
the spiritual tear-storm washing away unclean spiritual elements of which one never owned and 
returning them to the rightful owners. Forgiveness is truly about the soul and self-releasing one from 
an enchainment that it never owned, forever. 


Funeral For the Randy Lady Who Lived in a Shoe ° *" 


A randy lady lived in a shoe with so many kids she knew not what to do... Sadly, this lusty lady died 
and at the end of her funeral service the presiding priest said, “Now, thank ‘god’ - they are finally 
together...” This confused an attendee who in private queried the padre asking what he meant by “they 
are finally together?” Perhaps she is reunited with a deceased loved one? The priest studied the 
questioner for a moment to in all seriousness reply, “No, I was referring to her legs.” 


The Garden’ 
Do you realize that if the mythical Garden of Eden had been located in Asia, Adam and Eve would 
have eaten the serpent not a forbidden apple and we would all still be enjoying a garden-heaven instead 
of wandering lost in a desert hell? 


I want no followers®*: 


Littering graveyards throughout human history, exists remains of countless individuals who were 
murdered, persecuted, hunted, harmed, imprisoned and destroyed because people chose to follow a 
guru. Daily, one reads of stories, “My guru sold me into prostitution then orgies buggering my ten year 
old sister and brother; or, my guru stole everything I had and is now suing me for more...” What are 
these masochistic people thinking? The finger pointing to the moon is not the moon. Look where it 
points not at the finger!!! I wish no followers; should one choose my example for change and 
leadership — DIY to self-change and lead. Do not pursue me I am only the finger; you are the moon — 
stay away! 


Specialness °* 


I am not special are you? Over 8 billion people live on this planet. If located in the middle of them, 
you could not find me: I am invisible, there but not there — un-special, as a nobody. My presence 
would be as a salt grain in a sea of desert or beach sand. It would be the hole in water after dipping and 
pulling a finger from it. If I were truly special, anyone would notice me immediately regardless of my 
position in the crowd, water or desert sands. The water would have a hole in it. Look there do you see 
me? No? People believe they are special. A person with specialness-disease dresses, acts, behaves, 
speaks, ad infinitum, just like everyone else in the status quo ‘Meme Park’ attempting to express his or 
her significance and specialness while screaming notice me! Socially, people claim, I’m special and 
you are not — all else is beneath me. Pompous ass social and political classes say I am special to place 
themselves above others through privilege, status, might, law, violence, political or other authority that 
misappropriates from those deemed ‘lesser than’ to elevate their delusion of ‘better than.’ Specialness 
disease is insecurity and lack of validity within a self-image. Specialness is a disease of ego that 
infects the soul. Everyone is unique, beautiful, important and valuable in equal measure. No one is 
more special than anyone else. Only humans torment themselves with pain and suffering of 
specialness-sickness. It stems from an infantile neurosis; carried over into later life often promoted and 
perpetuated during childhood by over doting or lack of caring parents, caregivers, etc. The person 
believes in his/her specialness and remains deluded by it throughout life. Unless cured, specialness- 
disease causes and maintains much hurt, pain and suffering. It is an ego darkness and character illness 
— another dark shadow of human nature. Think you are special? Examine the dust on a tabletop or 
floor; dust from long gone people who once thought they were special to now intermingle as dust of the 
earth: from dust to dust...it ends the same for everyone special or no. 


Insanity Planet °«- 


When newborn I was so small, 

With eyes that could not see, 

Felt around and to surprise, 

Someone was holding me! 

As she cooed, “Welcome to Insanity Planet, 

Behave as the rest all do; for absent that — Insanity Planet, 
As a very strict policy — to reform you!” 


Lady Death °**- 
For decades, Lady Death and I waltzed around life’s dance floor whilst she, like a playful lover, 
squeezed my butt with both hands never making a meaningful proposal. Tiring of her teasing, I 
grabbed her and pulled up tight for a smooch. Wagging a teasing finger she said, “Only a 
single kiss separates birth of life from womb to tomb; a little longer you must wait.” Now 
always before me, we continue dancing to her flirtations of “not yet.” In that, I found peace 
fearing an impish, Lady Death — nevermore. Only in that moment did I become free facing 
down my conditioned fears denying death her of sting. 


Man’s Nature is to Help °% + 
A sage and his disciple resting by Ganges River noticed a scorpion floating by thrashing 
about in the water. He reached out, plucked it from a watery grave and placed scorpion 
onto riverbank. The animal stung him. Bye—the—bye, Sage noticed another scorpion 
drowning in the river and was again stung during rescue. The student asked, “Master 
why do you save those wretched beasts only to be stung in return?” The Master replied, 
“The nature of man is to help; the nature of scorpion is to sting...” That is so often, how 
it is in life with all things. Because one is kind to others never means that they will 
reciprocate in kind. Calling anyone a horse’s ass never changes a person’s nature; 
however, because someone else is a horse’s ass never means I must be one, too. 
Moreover, I never argue with a fool; first, the fool has more experience and is better 


suited at it. Secondly, observers might mistake me for being the fool ©. 


Maybe Good, Maybe Not. 


There was a farmer who had a son and a horse. One day his son was riding it, fell 
off and broke his arm. The neighbors said, ‘oh how terrible.” The farmer said, “maybe 
good, maybe not.” The next day his horse ran away. The neighbors said, ‘oh how 
terrible.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” A week later, the army drafted all 
the young men and boys in the village and took all the horses to fight a war. The army 
spared the farmer’s son because of a broken arm and he had no horse because it ran 
away. The neighbors said, ‘oh how wonderful.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe 
not.” That night the farmer’s horse came back to the barn with more horses in tow. The 
neighbors said, ‘oh how wonderful.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” The 
war went badly and none of the village’s sons or horses returned. The neighbors said, 
‘oh how terrible.” The farmer said, “maybe good, maybe not.” Because the farmer’s 
son was the only available bachelor in the village, he married a rich girl and received an 
estate as dowry. The farmer retired on his son’s estate to live a long life playing with his 
grandchildren instead of a dirt-poor existence. Good fortune resulted from events that at 
first seemed undesirable or terrible. That is the paradox of life: what seems good often 
is not and what often seems evil is a blessing. There is a blessing in everything if one 
only expects to find it. 


Message from Heaven °« 
Having a wonderful time; wish you were here. 
Signed, 
The Creator resting among heavenly stars 


contemplating humanity. 


No Other Option. 
In 210 BC, a Chinese commander named Xiang Yu led his troops across the Yangtze River to attack the 
army of the Qin Ch’in dynasty. Pausing on the banks of the river for the night, his troops awakened in 
the morning to find, to their horror that the ships were burning. They hurried to their feet to fight off 
their attackers, but soon discovered that it was Xiang Yu who had set their ships on fire, and that he had 
also ordered all the cooking pots crushed. Xiang Yu explained to his troops that without the pots and 
the ships, they had no other choice but to fight their way to victory or perish. That did not earn Xiang 
Yu a place on the Chinese army’s list of favorite commanders, he was quite insane, but it did have a 
tremendous focusing effect on his troops: grabbing their lances and bows, they charged ferociously 
against the enemy and won nine consecutive battles, completely obliterating the main-force units of the 
Qin dynasty. 


The moral is when one has no other option; he or she focuses on proactively doing instead of 
retreating into ‘I can’t,’ lII try,’ and other excuses to run away from one’s problems. S/he cannot 
escape over burned bridges lost forevermore or closed doors locked to then toss away the only key or 
passing the point of no return. 


Man’s Nature is to Help ° 


A sage and his disciple resting by Ganges River noticed a scorpion floating by 
thrashing about in the water. He reached out, plucked it from a watery grave and 
placed scorpion onto riverbank. The animal stung him. Bye—the—bye, Sage noticed 
another scorpion drowning in the river and was again stung during rescue. The 
student asked, “Master why do you save those wretched beasts only to be stung in 
return?” The Master replied, “The nature of man is to help; the nature of scorpion is 
to sting...” That is so often, how it is in life with all things. Because one is kind to 
others never means that they will reciprocate in kind. Calling anyone a horse’s ass 
never changes a person’s nature; however, because someone else is a horse’s ass never 
means | must be one, too. Moreover, | never argue with a fool; first, the fool has more 
experience and is better suited at it. Secondly, observers might mistake me for being 


the fool ©. 


Success as failure Laozi Lao-tzu 


Success is as dangerous as failure. 
Hope is as hollow as fear. 


What does it mean that success is as dangerous as failure? 

Whether you go up the ladder or down it, your position is shaky. [there always is someone waiting to 
take one down.] 

When you stand with your two feet on the ground, you will always keep your balance. 


What does it mean that hope is as hollow as fear? 
Hope and fear are both phantoms that arise from thinking of the self. 
When we do not see the self as self, what do we have to fear? 


See the world as you, as self. 

Have faith in the way things are. 

Love the world as you; then you can care for all things. 
Translation by S. Mitchell, Author: Laozi Lao-tzu 


Old Dogs and Cars °*" 
At this station of life when it comes to women, I am an old porch hound that lays around 
watching cars pass by; should I gather gumption and energy to ever chase one, I cannot 
catch it. If by sheer miracle I ever get that far and do catch one, I cannot drive it. 


Sandcastles ~e 


Life is a sandcastle, noble, beautiful, fragile, fleeting — gone. The point to its creator is 
the sandcastle; it has a brief life, which is the point of it. Wearing under wind, sun, rain 
until incoming tidal waves erode and reclaim every sandcastle returning to sea grain by 
grain in the endless cycle of forms, existences, experiences, returns, and rebirths by a 
different creator. I am only a wave; one of an infinite number that flush & foam inland 
only for an instant before returning to unity of neverwas, into a sea of nevermore. 


The Scientific Fairy Tale Club?» 


Stuffy scientific theories about origins of the universe, humankind and such often 
amaze me. Dreamed up stories of cosmic, sex orgy named ‘big bang,’ ‘the mud-puddle’ 
theory of evolution describing how humankind spawned from a slime pit and more to 
explain origin of it all certainly lacks the entertainment originality of productions by 
religious cults. Maybe after a few thousand years of refinement, science will catch up to 
creationist stories describing ‘the invisible man’ image of a bad tempered, broke dick 
‘god,’ that managed ‘immaculate conception’ in slipping around a maiden's virginity to 
create a mini-me son of 'god,' ‘original sin’ police state making everyone a bad boy or 
girl breaking some phony law, ‘ the original randy, naked couple named Adam & Eve, 
going wild with a snake in a ‘rose garden’ located in wrong part of town. If they had 
been crosstown in Asia, those two would've eaten the snake instead of forbidden apples 
off the old man's special tree and humanity would still be living in a garden penthouse 
instead of the ghetto. All of them remain too absurd for me to consider as explanations 
beyond classic children's literature and fractured fairy tales to amuse the simple minded. In 
this human, earth, cosmic romper room, someone has to keep these kids harmlessly busy 
and entertained against blowing up the universe. One day an important person will arrive 
at a creative, scientific, original-theory of what came first the chicken or egg for peer 
consensus approval. Until then, they can read from a myriad biblical bedtime stories. 
What is ‘good night, sleep tight’ without them? Reading one is boring enough to knock 
out anyone, and even scientists must sleep occasionally. 


Sheeple °% 


Once a sheep farmer puzzled to discover his herd in an unusual predicament: it had 
formed in a single-file-circle around a dense thicket. Because none of the sheep could 
not see beyond the herd or lead sheep, the animals continually followed each other 
around the brush, and would have walked to death had not the shepherd disbursed the 
circle and redirected sheep flock leader into previously ignored freedom of open pasture. 
People or sheeple are like that. In life, most people too often chase behind someone 
else’s lead, instead of walking his or her individual path. Rarely do they look outside 
comfort of their ‘herd-box,’ created by someone else, to notice freedom in life’s open 
fields. ‘Herd-boxes’ of culture, dogma, religion, politics, patriotism, all ‘isms and 
ideals, societies, social roles and more discourage that behavior for collectivist agenda 
and mass control. The lone voices of freedom shouting from darkness remain ignored 
when sheeple herds stay confined, docile and silent in those boxes. Maybe that is why 
‘sheeple’ so aptly describes so much of humanity. However, is imitating everyone else 


truly a fulfilling way to live? Why settle for being a status quo, carbon copy, instead of 
being a one and only masterpiece. People are just like snowflakes — no two are alike. 
As with each individual snowflake, there will never be another you. Live that not as an 
imitation. 


SIDES °*" 


I still search for a one-sided anything. Even a circle has two-sides. What would 
one use only one-side of anything to do? How would only one-side exist? Two-sides 
must be no matter how thin a slice. For one-side to be, there must be an opposite one. 
That is the rule of ‘dualism and polarities’: unity consists of two opposing ends of a 
continuum. People try to pass off blame, argument, rhetoric and other abstracts as one- 
sided, but another must be for them to have one at all! Amazing how some people apply 
that principle to certain exclusions that make no sense in applying the rule. To side with 
one is to deny the other. How could there be no-side without a side? Both must be in a 
whole containing opposites. It is only there that one can clearly observe unity without 
denying any part of it; only when centered can a person accept the whole of in- 
dominant, equal parts. The middle way is the way of non-struggle, non-conflict, and a 
natural, peaceful path of least resistance. Recognizing only one-half of an absolute 
means, the other invisibly exists in denial as a misunderstood incompleteness. It is 
never failing that when hearing both sides of an account how it drastically changes into 
something wholly different from what only one side presents. Forgiveness is a two- 
sided harmony: a total of self-forgiveness and forgiveness of others. If one cannot 
forgive self, he or she cannot forgive others and vise versa; each is one-half the fullness 
of forgiving. Polarity to a side is disunity; staying the middle vantage is a sacred path. 
If I cannot learn both sides then do not wish to know either one. 


Sinning and Loving It! °« 


I am a proud sinner. Were it not for sinning, one would remain at the village idiot 
learning level still living in grass huts. Sin is an ancient Greek word an archer used 
during bow and arrow practice. Sin meant off the mark or target requiring more 
practice, so try again. Sinning is necessary to master the learning curve of any skill. 
Without trial and error, or sin, no person develops abilities to survive and grow. 
However, religions condemn sinners as undesirable morality trait violators issuing 
penalties of shame, guilt or harsh criminalization of common human frailty: for being 
human. That is the stuff of bigotry, judgementalism, prejudice, anguish, pain and 
suffering. It is pure insanity! As a sinner, I wad up all of that crap in a ball and toss it at 
the dustbin as if shooting an arrow from a bow. Should I sin, wonderful! Replay, 
rebound until hitting the mark. That means another try until getting it right — to hit the 
target bull’s-eye! Once there, the garbage of morality crime remains, where it belongs, 


awaiting final disposal with all the other idealistic garbage that humans use to enslave 
one another. So, sin away — it is good for the soul. Be naughty — being very naughty is 
good soul food! 


Sinning and Hell ~ 


To sin means miss the mark; it is an ancient archery term instructors barked when an 
archer missed the target during practice: Oh, hell, I sinned again. Hell is anyone’s guess per 
subjective interpretation: one person’s heaven is another’s hell; as in — ‘you brute, that hurts so 
heavenly, or that hurts like hell, asshole!' Moreover, certain religions use sin and hell very 
creatively, again per their perverted, damning, self-righteous editorial assessment of meaning. 
Highway construction these days is a real bitch. My sin was getting lost on a freeway detour 
through hell while on my way to the heavenly side of town where the call girls hang out. Oh 
well, I am enjoying the scenery on the long way home. Why not — sometimes one must go 
through hell on the way to heaven to spend the afternoon with my favorite working girl. 


Someday I’ Il. * 

I sometimes frequent a place. It is the graveyard of “Someday I’ll,” which is located 
beside a cornfield. I watch the phantoms that live there. They go by names of “a life that 
might’ve been,’ ‘wait until tomorrow,’ ‘if only I had of,’ ‘what if I,’ ‘I plan to,’ ‘I should’ve,’ ‘I 
could’ve,’ ‘I would’ve,’ ‘I might’ve,’ ‘maybe’ and more. A growing gang of regrets that all 
originate from distant lands of lost imaginings, self—denied promises, delays, saving for a rainy 
day and better times, places other than right here and now. Duty, obligation, commitment to 
others always placed first and above all else left nothing remaining behind them for anything 
more or for me. So being true to self and dreams were set aside, forgotten, pending arrival of 
another opportunity that never came. Now they are all dead, long buried and lost, existing only 
as regrets that hide as ghosts within the complicated places of mind, beside a cornfield, in a 
graveyard named - ‘Someday Pll? 


The miracle of death takes away this pain; the miracle of death sets me free again. 
Suicide is painless; it causes many changes, which I can take or leave when I please. 
This game of life is pointless to play; I plan to lose it anyway, the final hand I soon 
will lay; freeing me from this hell of clay; Suicide is painless, it causes many 
changes, that I can take or leave when I please. 


TP 2nd 


The other day, a neighbor and I were talking over the gossip fence about price inflation. 
Seems the Covid epidemic and ensuing scarcity of consumer goods is increasing prices via the 
supply—demand chain assumption; low supply, high demand means higher prices. Actually, the 
price inflation is from wrong-headed US government fiscal policy of living well beyond the 
country's means, through credit, on other people’s money. Loans this country will never pay 


off no matter how many kids enter the future generations of debtors repaying their parents and 
current lootership’s sins. As the topic moved on she complained about the high cost of toilet 
paper or TP. I good naturedly quipped, “if you ladies did not have to use half a roll of it to pat 
dry your pee—pee after a piddle, it would be much cheaper. Guess you will have to go on the 
wagon ©.” She studied me for the longest time as only a woman can before breaking out in 
laughter, saying, ‘I never heard it put like that before. You have an interesting way of looking 
at the world, you know?’ ‘Yeah, I have heard that one before ... But it is true; never have I 
seen a woman’s pee—pee large enough to use that much paper to pat dry. Now I have met some 
assholes that a whole case of TP could not wipe clean but never the aforementioned,’ I replied. 
By now, she was bawling in laughter. Ha, ah, ha, ah, it is good to laugh. ... ©. Ladies — do 
your part for America. Show your support by buying more toilet paper; spend more on the US 
economy, which needs a boost, to stay dry. 


Trashcan Therapy. °* 


Decades ago, seeking medical counseling for emotional troubles during divorce, I 
visited a psychologist. In therapy he instructed me to scream my angers into his office 
dustbin...hmmm, I am paying 200 dollars an hour to a well dressed and degreed man, in a 
lavishly furnished office, to teach me the fine art of placing my head into a trashcan and shriek. 
Maybe I am insane or maybe not, but one thing is certain; I may be crazy but not that crazy! 
This concluded my first and final visit. I can shout freely at dustbins or other objects anytime 
without purchase from a healthcare fakir, peddling modern, Western medicine out of a trashcan. 


Thanks Giving Dinner Prayer° 


Oh Lord, thank you for this noble bird; otherwise the Pilgrims would have chased 
bobcats and today we would be eating pussy instead of turkey for dinner. Amen. 


Two Lanes or Four? °% 


This man walking along a Florida beach stumbled across an old lamp. He picked 
it up, rubbed it, and out popped a Genie. Peeved, the Genie said: “OK. You released me 
from the lamp... it is the fourth time this month and I am tired of these wishes, so you 
can forget about three. I am granting you only ONE wish.” Unless one wishes to be 
changed into a newt, never argue with a grumpy Genie. The man thought for a while 
then said: “I’ve always wanted to go to Europe but I’m scared to fly and I get very 
seasick. Could you build a bridge to Europe so I can drive over there for a visit?’ The 
Genie laughed and said: “That’s impossible. Think of the logistics! How would the 
supports ever reach the Pacific floor bottom? Think of how much concrete... how much 
steel! No, I cannot do that; think of another wish. The man said, “Ok,” then tried to think 
of another really, good wish. Finally, he said: “I’ve been married and divorced four 
times. My wives always said that I am insensitive and do not care about her feelings. So, 


I wish to understand women... know how she feels inside and what they’re thinking 
when giving me the silent treatment.... know why they’re crying, know what she really 
wants when asking her what is the matter and she says, “nothing”....know how to make 
her truly happy” The Genie said — Voof!! You ask a lot! No one understands women not 
even she! “Do I build that bridge with two lanes or four?” © 


A wise old Texas horse trainer once said, “the key to training a horse is to make it easy 
for it to do what I want, hard for the critter to do what it wants all the while creating an 
illusion that it’s the animal’s idea to do it.” People are just like horses in that regard, 
which is why mass control works so well. 


The Butterfly Effect °«- 


The Butterfly Effect is a theory that illustrates how seemingly small and insignificant actions can have 
a profound effect elsewhere. Popular imagery depicting the effect: a butterfly in South America flaps its 
wings, which then causes a storm in North America. The idea is that if just a tiny part of a long string of 
events went another way, it all could’ve played out differently. Small, seemingly inconsequential things 
leading to major events. 


The Crocus °*™ 


During my daily walk, I noticed a Crocus stand in full bloom; beautiful little wildflowers that 
grace Texas fields this time of year. I stopped to admire them in full wonder; nature always amazes me 
in her splendor and beauty: best show on earth everywhere when one stops long enough to notice and 
enjoy it. I pondered, does this little blossom fret that it is more or less fragrant than her neighbors? Is 
she more or less beautiful? Does opinion of a neighboring bloom matter to her at all? Perchance this 
little flower is much wiser than the arrogant Homo sapiens; a cohabitant race that does fret over such 
superficiality while priding itself as highest intelligence among other earth species with whom it lives. 
I think the little Crocus exists simply as it is, without pretense or presumption according to its true 
inborn purpose and nature understanding that all fleeting moments of majesty end. That life is brevity 
and the whole point of existence is life itself. If one listens, nature speaks much wisdom; however, one 
must hear her to learn of those secrets. 


The Devil’s Due. °% 


With his followers in tow, the other day a Baptist preacher ringing my doorbell, early on a Saturday 
morning, rudely — interrupted me. Answering it launched him into a verbal diatribe extolling all the 
‘blessed’ reasons why I should visit his church, punctuated by ‘amen’ from his entourage — aka the 
peanut gallery. Unamused, I listened to his discourse about all the evil that Satan and his 
representatives create in the world to promote ‘sin.’ Then he suddenly became expectantly silent 
awaiting an answer. I faced the group squarely, and looked him in the eye then said, ‘Funny 
coincidence, the Devil visited earlier today and said the same things about you,” then gently closed the 
door and resumed my tasks. Those folks stopped visiting me, I wonder why. Holy rollers at my door 
go away and do not come round here no more; you don’t know the first thing about saving me ©. Did 
you ever notice with these people, the Devil never has a chance to have his say? Somebody has to be 
Devil’s advocate and defend the poor guy ©. 


The Mirror ° 


A mirror does not consider what it reflects: that which casts upon it 
returns without opinion or alteration to a represented object. Life is that 
way, too. It is indifferent about what happens; to existence, all simply JS 
without judgment or opinion or thought. Like a mirror, the universe 
reflects everything that goes on in it. However, the mirror and universe do 
not care; that is exclusively human. Caring is a choice of free will and 
truly the only control anyone has about anything. 


The Puzzle 


An eminent scientist wanted to buy a gift for his young son. “Not toys,” he said to the shopkeeper, 
“show me something intellectual for my 6-yr old.” The shopkeeper went around and brought a jigsaw 
puzzle that read For ages 3 and up. “This is going to be too easy,” the father scoffed. “He’s a scientist’s 
son. Get me something more difficult.” “Trust me, Sir,” the vendor said. “This is the hardest puzzle out 
there. Even you can’t solve it.” Moved by the challenge, the scientist opened the box and immediately 
began solving the puzzle. Much to his own amazement, even half an hour later, he couldn’t put it 
together. “I don’t understand,” he said scratching his head, “what the hell is this puzzle?” “Take it easy, 
Sir,” the shopkeeper replied calmly. “It can’t be solved. It can’t be understood. This is the puzzle of 
life.” OSHO 


I’ve stared down the barrel of a 357 magnum and a 38 special, never got to a 12 gauge shotgun or 
larger, but knew of men who did use it as the means to their end. What I learned is that I am a spiritual 
being suffering in a physical realm trying to use physical cures to manage a spiritual disease. 
Alcoholism and all other physical substances and physical diversions are material solutions to a 
spiritual illness and none of them work. A spiritual sickness requires a spiritual cure. All reasoning, 
conscious beings possess this malady. No exceptions! This place is a prison. What one does about it is 
his or her choice. 


